THE   BURNING   SECRET

grown-ups break faith with a child, if it made them lie,
steal away as though they were criminals. The books he
had read had told him of people who had cheated in
order to gain wealth or power or a throne. But what
could these two be after? Why did they try to elude
him? What were they endeavouring to hide behind this
veil of lies? Cudgel his brains as he might,, Edgar could
discover no solution. And yet he felt dimly that if he
could answer the riddle he would find the "open
sesame" out of the realm of childhood and would
enter the kingdom of an adult man. His fury at their
behaviour made it impossible for him to think clearly,
otherwise . . .

The forest, the dark and silent forest, would furnish an
answer to his perplexities. He sought refuge in its cool
shade, gave free vent to his sorrow, allowed the tears he
had so far restrained to flow.

"Liars.  Rotters. Traitors.   Cads."

He felt that if he did not let go he would suffocate.
All the anger, the impatience, the inquisitiveness, the
helplessness, the treason of the last few days burst
through the dam of his childish controls and found relief
in tears. But this fit of unrestrained weeping closed the
door forever upon his childhood. The flood carried
away all the trust, the love, the reliance, and the respect
which had so far been the essential constituents of his life.

The boy who later re-entered the hotel was a changed
being. He was collected and purposeful. First of all he
sought his own room, and washed the traces of tears
from eyes and cheeks. Then he made ready for a settle-
ment of accounts as between himself and his two foes.
This satisfactorily arranged, he was prepared to wait
patiently for their return.

The lounge was full of guests when the culprits alighted
from the cab. Two gentlemen were playing chess. A
little coterie of ladies were chatting. Various other
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